deprived of Ambrosius* forceful and stimulating
personality ? .. .
Helene wrote a few letters; withdrew her small
balance from the bank and packed her trunk, the same old
student's trunk of bkck wood with which her father had
gone to the university. She paid a farewell visit to the hills
above the town, on a blue, misty, autumn day, and medi-
tated on it all—the whole view over the town, the river
and the bridge ; all that she had experienced, had suffered,
had survived. She was not at all sentimental, scarcely
even sad. She thought a little, quietly and resignedly, of
Rainer and a great deal, anxiously, of Ambrosius, who was
still fighting death. She sensed this, too, the fall, the
fight and the darkness in which he lay. It had been a
great and decisive shock that this tower of a man, of such
character and determination, could be broken by such a
trifle as love was after all. She picked a few flowers,
campanulas, bracken and red bramble shoots, made two
bunches and sent them both into the white rooms of the
hospital, one to Kranich, one to Ambrosius.
" Helene WiUfuer, . . . p.ps" was written on the
conventional visiting-card with which she took her leave.
Dear Kranich,—No, you must not worry about me.
You are to lie quietly on your verandah and get well*
And you are not to talk of helping me, we must agree on
that once and for all. Don't imagine that it is foolish
pride which makes me tell you that I can win through
without help, that I must win through. That is how I
feel, and I must stick to it. I must prove to myself now
that I have the strength within me to face life alone and
on my own responsibility. If I cannot—then it won't
matter very much if I do come to grief. Help would
soften me and spoil me. You know what our wise
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